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hour ! I can never, never forget it. I felt I had
irretrievably lost the immortal part of myself
and that what remained of me was bestial

" On finally taking my degree, after a year's
failure, came the necessity for choosing a pro-
fession. It was settled that I should study for
one of the learned professions; I was afraid I
was too dull in mathematics for the engineering,
and my father would not hear of the medical,
so unsuited to a Brahmin. Teaching work was
neither lucrative nor to my taste. So I eventu-
' ally studied for Law, and in due course got
' plucked * in the examination. . . .

" In a few short years, however, I attained
the topmost rung of the ladder, redeemed my
ancestral property, was duly graced with the
civic honours of being elected to the District
Board. My religious scepticism was purely
speculative; so also were most of my staunch
opinions on sociology and ethics ; they had not
the remotest bearing on my daily conduct. I
was always fond of books, and when Reynolds
was discarded, Scott, Thackeray, Dickens and
George Eliot took his place. Carlyle's Sartor
Resartus and Edwin Arnold's Light of Asia were
my greatest favourites. At this juncture I came
across that epoch-making book, Robert Elsmere*
I became,utterly dissatisfied with the life I was
living, and keenly remorseful for the precious